LIFE   MUST   GO   ON

she carries her head and from her whole purposeful manner . . .
There is something predestined about a child whom a familiar spirit
inspires, contending for attention with her dolls.'

He found that resolute soul again in the form and substance or
her verses: 'Stubborn, attracted by obstacles, she instinctively chose
a difficult art. She liked to find resistance in the medium. She is,
in the noblest sense of the word, a young craftsman. May she
proudly accept this name. Minerva the Craftsman, dius the Athenians
called their goddess.'

Proust himself has'shown how all a man's tastes enter into the
composition of his loves and how Swann who was mad about paint-
ing was captivated by Odette on the day when he found a resem-
blance between her and one Zephora, daughter of Jethro, as painted
by Bottkelli. I knew hardly anything about Madame de Caillavet;
I was ignorant of all the details of her life, of her tastes, of her
character; but a young woman who, as a child, had strolled through
the museums of Paris with Anatole France and, as a girl, had been
admired by Marcel Proust, seemed to me framed in precious
imagery, adorned with rare and luminous words, and clothed in
noble prose and wondrous legends. For the first time in a year I
felt keen interest in a woman's presence, curiosity, perhaps hope. I
asked her if her little daughter, who was of the age of my sons,
would like to come and play with them, and I took my leave.

Francoise came to see Gerald and Olivier. She was a delicate
child, excessively intelligent, restless and sensitive. Her mother
came to my apartment to take her home. By an extraordinary
coincidence Madame de Caillavet was wearing on that day a last
year's dress, the same model that Janine had worn a few days before
her death. It was a shock, both painful and sweet. She must have
found a tragic atmosphere in those rooms filled with portraits in
front of which stood arrangements of white flowers. Arnold
Bennett, who came to. see me about that time, noted in*his journal
that the air of this house seemed charged with an almost morbid
mystery. Once more on this occasion we talked about poets and
musicians. Next day I sent her Vase Etrusque by Menmee and
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